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Makes heaven drowsy -with the harmony.
Never durst poet touch a pen to write,"
Until his ink were tempered with love's sighs;
0, then his lines would ravish savage ears,
And plant in tyrants mild humility.
From women's eyes this doctrine I derive:
They sparkle still the right Promethean fire;
They are the hooks, the arts, the academes,
That shew, contain, and nourish all the world;
Else, none at all in aught proves excellent.
Then fools you were these women to forswear;
Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools.
For wisdom's sake, a word that all men love;
Or for love's sake, a word that loves all men;
Or for men's sake, the authors of these women;
Or women's sake, by whom we men are men;
Let us once lose our oaths, to find ourselves,
Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths;
It is religion, to he thus forsworn:
For charity itself fulfils the law:
And who can sever love from charity?
This is quite a study; sometimes you see this
youthful god of poetry connecting disparate
thoughts purely by means of resemblances in
the words expressing them, a thing in character
in lighter comedy, especially of that kind in
which Shakespeare delights, namely, the purposed
display of wit, though sometimes, too, disfiguring
his graver scenes—but more often you may see
him doubling the natural connection, or order
of logical consequence, in the thoughts by the
introduction of an artificial and sought for
resemblance in the words, as, for instance, in
the third line of the play:
And then grace us in the disgrace of death;
this being a figure often having its force and
propriety, as justified by the law of passion,
which., inducing in the mind an unusual activity,

